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his evening devotions it was his custom to send for
Anarkali to entertain the Court. The cadences
of her songs, laden with memories of his lost youth,
delighted this old Rajput noble. Under the soft
light of many-coloured candles he watched en-
raptured each gesture of the posturing Moslem
girl. Her digital art was capable of portraying
the mutual love of flowers. Sometimes, one of the
onlooking .courtiers, carried away by his emotion,
would tear a glittering ring from his finger and
throw it at Anarkali's feet, in fervid appraisal.
There amidst the music of sitars and sarangis
the pleasures of song and dance were carried far
into the night. And Pertap was not alone in his
delight. His son Amar never missed one of these
recitals bjf the Moslem girl. For many days, he
had thought of little else save her image.
He let his eyes feast on her in the evenings, on
the graceful contours of her body from waist to
ankle, on the golden rythmically-sounding rings
at her feet. Her raven black hair, peeping from
its sari of gold muslin, entranced his vision. And
when, the music over, she departed from the royal
apartments, a great longing filled his soul, and
furtively he wandered restlessly beyond the palace
gardens in the early hours of the morning, a wide
peasant's turban disguising his brow. Then his
eyes would rest on the high turreted walls by the
lakeside where Anarkali's living rooms were. He
knew that they were guarded by two lynx-eyed
Circassians and that such inviolability was supreme*
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